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ing-place on its breathless flight of seven thou-
sand miles to the Mediterranean Sea.

But my favorite among railways is the Paris'
Lyons'Mediterranee, or the P.L.M., as its ad'
mirers love to call it. It is a marvelous journey,
not through France merely, but across the pictured
centuries. The P.L.M. will whirl you through
the dim backward of time to the days before
Christ: it is the first stage to Girgenti and the
Greek theater at Taormina, and to Athens itself
and its Acropolis. And once there, you can turn
aside, if you will, from the "altar to the immortal
gods" to a nobler but unpretentious shrine, a
rough, whale-shaped rock lying athwart the road
to the Agora, which, as Mars Hill, is consecrate
to still more sacred memories.

Or if you please, you need not plunge so deep
in time, or so far to the East; you can stop in the
Rome of the Caesars if you say the word, or at
Florence of the Medici, or study the beginning
of the pictorial art and the art of mosaics in Siena
or Orvieto.

You may even take another way altogether,
and cleaving to the P.L.M., go down the long
trail through Dijon and Avignon to where in
Provence the land bares its loveliness to the

[119]